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Dan left the house. He was gone all night and most of the follow-
ing day. Next evening at dinnertime he reappeared. He looked
fairly well, and he was carrying the bracelet which he had bought
that afternoon. I think he expected me to fall into his arms in de-
light and gratitude. I was neither grateful nor forgiving, I had
poured out all the liquor on the premises, but Dan produced a quart
of bourbon from his overcoat. He poured a drink for me. When I
refused it—as he knew I would—he threatened to drink the quart
by himself. I ignored the threat. He took four straight drinks. He
then informed me of an appointment he had made for both of us.
Waiting at a downtown night club was a group of prospective busi-
ness investors. Dan shaved and showered, hustled me into a strap-
less evening dress. At the night dub my bracelet and I were intro-
duced to a dozen people. What the other women thought of me, I
don't know. The men in the party, who were drinking, too, were
amused and seemed to be impressed by Dan. Everybody was im-
pressed by the diamond bracelet But I was miserably uncomforta-
ble and embarrassed.
Tm easygoing by disposition and inclined to take the path of least
resistance. I went into marriage with my whole mind and heart. For
years I let Dan have his way in everything. Whatever he demanded,
I gave him. When he wanted to make love, we made love. If Dan
wanted to rush off to the movies instead of eating dinner, I put the
food in the oven and went with him. When I suggested a household
budget, he vetoed the idea. So we had no budget
Dan decided where we were to live and how long we were to live
there. In nineteen years I've lived in fourteen different houses, but
I've never had a home. Once we lived in a house only seven weeks.
By the time I would get to like a place, Dan would sell it to make
a profit and move us somewhere else. Usually we moved into a big-
ger house, which was no consolation since I had no sense of perma-
nence. I couldn't even plan a decorating scheme or plant a garden.
I like to pkn ahead. Dan likes to act impulsively. For thirteen
years I followed his impulses. I wasn't working, and we had no chil-
dren. I could devote all my thoughts to pleasing him. I wanted a

